The Tragedy 

He is frSn&t vp to fatting for his paincs, 

GoJ par-ion them tint are the caufe of it. 

Km. A ycrt.’.oiH and Ctiriftii.n like couclutton, 

To p? iy for them that Kauc done i'cath to vs. 

Glo. So doc I eucr being well aduifod, 

Tor had I curft, now I had cur.fi my felfc, 

C at f- Maddam his M uefiy doth call for you t 
tAnd for your noble grace and you my Lord. 

Qu. Catsby we come. Lords will you goe with vs. 

&*• Maddam >vc wii! attend your grace. Exunt Ma. Glo, 
Glo. Idoethcewrong.and firfl began to braul. 

The feeret mifehiefe thac I fee abroach, 

I lay vnto the greevious charge of others : 

£7rfrffw<r,whoinc I indeede haue laidin darkeneffc : 

1 doe beweepe to many fimple gulls .* 

Namely to Haftings.Darby Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Quee»c,and h’er allies. 

That ftirrethe K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeuc me,and wichnll wet me 
To bee reuenged one Ritters , V sHgbon,Graj. 

But then figh, and with a peece of fcriptuic. 

Tell them that God bids vs to doe good for cuill : 

And thus I cloath my naked villany 
With old od ends, ftolcn out of holy writ. 

And feeme aS. when moll I play the diucll. 

But fofc hecre comes my executioners. Enter executioners. 
How now,my hardly flout refolued mates, 

Ak yea not going to difpatch this deed f 
• Exe. We are my Lord and come tohauethe warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is* 

Glo. It was well thought vpon, I haue it hcere about me. 
When you haue done repaire to Crofby place t 
But firs, ot fuddaine in the execution : 

Withall,obdurate •• doe not hcere him pleade. 

For CUrens is well fpokcn,and perhaps 

May mooue vour hearts to pity if you roarke him. 

Exo. Tufh, fcare not, my Lord we will not ftant to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be affured : 

Wc coma to vfc our hands and not our tongues. 
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r"" of Richard the Third. 

Your eves drop milftones.when fooles eies drop teares # 

ut,o “l .d*. « b °« »«“' bulint l ff '; Ex “"‘ 

1 1 Enter Clarence Brok^enbury. 

Bro . why lookes your Grace fo hcaualy to day ? 

Cla. O I haue paft a mifctable night. 

So full of vgly fighes, ofgaftly dreames : 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

I would not fpend anothir fuch a night. 

Though t’were toby a world of happy dayes, 

So full of difmall terrour was the time. 

Bro. What was your dreame ? I long toheare you tel! it. 

Cla Me thought I was imbarkt for burgundy, 

And in my company my brother Glocefter , 

Who from my cabben tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches there he lookes toward England, 

And cited up a thoufand fcarcfull times, 

During the wavres of Terke and Lancafler , 

That had befallen vs : as wepaft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that qloctfier ftnmbled and in ft ambling 
Strooke me ( that thought to ftay hitn)ouer boord 
Into the tumbling billowcs of the maine 
Lord, Lord, me thought what paincic was to drowne. 

What drcdfull noyfe ofwatcr in mine cates, 

What a fight of death within mine eyes : 

Me thought I fa w a thoufand fearcfull wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that fifhes gnawed vp«n. 

Wedges of gold, greate Anchors, heapes of pestle, 
Ineftimable ftones, vnvalucd icwels. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in thofe holes 
Where eyes didonce inhabit, there were crept 
As ifit twere in fcornc of eyes,refle£ting gems. 

Which wade the flimia bottome of the deepe. 

And moke the dead bones chat lay fcatcred by. 

Arc^.Had you fuch leafurein the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

C/d.Mc thought I had : for ftill the enuious Hood 
Kept in my fbule,and would not let it foorih, 

Tokeepc the empty and watering ayre. 


